440                         FITZWARREN

where the Corsican's long shadow lay darkly over
everything that was stable and friendly, the episode
of Morval was not to be despised. They laughed at
him, but they did not like him the less. When he
walked along Piccadilly now he could not help noticing
how many more people stopped to pass the time of
day with him than had ever been the case before
his Prussian journey.

Walking thus one morning in the winter of 1806, on
his way to Belgravia House, he met Norton, strolling
with Trevivian. He was not especially pleased to meet
them. Norton had always been inclined to treat him
as a butt, and with Trevivian Morval was not too sure
of his ground now that he himself had seceded from
the Tory fold.

Norton saw him first.

"Why, here's my nephew!" he exclaimed.

He affected to examine Morval's brow. " How is the
wound? " he enquired gravely.

Morval did not rise.    "You two looked conspii&s
torial," he observed.

"Yes, we were plotting your overthrow/'

"Mine?"

" You and your new friends."

Morval remarked that threatened men lived long,
Though for his part, he had given up politics.

Trevivian said: " What, again? "

" He's going into the Army," Norton suggested.

"Really, Norton!"

" No, seriously. With your military experience-----"

"Well, damn it, Norton, you didn't exactly cover
yourself with glory, did you?"

They both looked at him. The unexpected outburst
demanded serious consideration.